













































































the tradition of close friendships and emotional bonds
that held together the previous generation in a spirit
of generosity and mutual concern. George upholds the
externals of the previous age without gaining its tem-
perance and kindness, a culture value that went beyond
the bonds of the family to unite communities in social
bonds that minimized competition and class consciousness.
George is a loner who lacks close friends. He always
stands apart from social activities, commenting on them
in his caustic and sardonic way because'he can not share
in the joy and spirit of communal activities that do
not need family name or status to make them meaningful.
However, the old order is destined to be displaced
despite its grace, charm, and genuinely human consider-
ations. Modernism was inevitable, and the new order
brings dynamic and relentless change. The Midland city
spreads out as people escape the smoky and dirty environs
around the factories. The extension of the urban city

is a key theme in The Magnificent Ambersons because with

this extension comes the loss of the center and the secure
and knowable socio-economic structure.
The factories bring dirty air that prematurely
ages the houses and the natural environment. As the
city spreads out it engulfs the rural countryside, and

the network of electricity, telephone, interurban, and
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. . .With Anderson's youth. . . we come
upon his familiar mixed tone. The "Memoirs"
repeat Anderson's confused values, the egotism,
the fragmentary intuitions and unanswered
questions, the poetic rhapsodies; not so much

the preoccupation with sex but the fancy treat-
ment of it. . .We come, in short, upon the

eni tic, disturbing, half-honest and half-
exhibitionistic light which Anderson insists on
turning upon himself.

But with the wonderful story of Rice, who
was Anderson's mechanic friend, the '"Memoirs"
takes on a different tone. Rice the bicycle-
striper, with his disgust for the new tech-
niques. . .contains in himself the whole machine
change of Anderson's America. . .In the "Memoirs,"
from this point on, more than in any other single
work of Anderson's we. feel his quality, his
stature. And Anderson's quality is vital, his
stature is big.

It was this review that engendered a letter later that
Fall to Geismar from Edmund Wilson, who was then, at 47,
already the dean of American critics. Wilson wrote,

... .About Anderson: I've been impressed
by his autobiography, too. How middle-class he
 makes Sinclair Lewis and a lot of other people
look! For him the inhabitants of a little Ohio
town were just as important and on just the same
level as the people with names that he afterwards
met in Chicago and New York. He and Dreiser were,
in my opinion, the only really first-rate men who
came out of the Middle West in that period. I
liked him very much personally--will tell you
about him when I cee you. He was not irritating
at all personally, but one of the most agreeable
men I have ever known. . .when he told you stories,
it was as good as Huckleberry Finn. .

In a sense, this letter was Wilson's summation of
Anderson's career, and it marked the end of a relationship
that had begun in Paris more than twenty years earlier.
Wilson, then a twenty-seven-year old writer, had just

resigned his editorial job at Vanity Fair to write books-
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few men stayed on the trucking crew (where everybody in
Department 77 began) longer than three or four weeks.

He introduced me to another young man, Max Demuth. "Just
go around with Max a couple of days."

Max and I worked from the Production Control point
in the Paint Department. The inspectors laid approved
lots of parts--they were either small formed pieces or
assemblies of aluminum sheet or welded assemblies of
steel tubing--after painting on a bench, whence we took
them to the stockroom of the next deparﬁment according
to the routing of the shop order with them. The things
I needed to know--to identify the department by number,
to remember where it was and how to get there--were
bewildering, and I had to ask Max the same thing several
times. But he was very patient with me. '"Who are the
important-looking men there talking so earnestly?" 1
asked. "Aw, they aint big guys," he said. "A lot of
guys around here look like big guys, but they aint."

At eleven thirty we ate lunch from our pails at the
control point. I was tired with walking over the concrete
floors and would have been glad to sit more than half an
hour; but at twelve we had to resume work. At two o'clock
the whistle blew for the afternoon five-minute smoke
period, as for the forenoon period at nine thirty, during
which everyone was permitted to smoke at his post, except

in the paint room and some other places of hazard. I was
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